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Summary: Eragon/Halo Xover. The most powerful of all the Elves and 
Riders decides to aid humanitiy in their struggle against the 
Covenant. Follow Dreyl and John-117 on their journey to save mankind. 
OC protagonist is related to Eragon. AU ! (Hiatus-ish See Profile for 
more Info and pis vote Poll) 


1 . The Story Of The Shadows 
**Shadows of War** 

* *Disclaimer : **I don't own Eragon or Halo. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"The battle of Reach was over. Millions of people have lost their 
lives, fighting, dying in this gruesome slaughtering. Humanity lost a 
lot that day, one of the most important things being hope. They lost 
the hope to stand against the terrible enemy that was called "the 
Covenant " . <p> 

This alliance of 8 alien races, namely the San'Shyuum (Prophets), the 
Sangheili (Elites) , the Unggoy (Grunts) , the Kig-Yar (Jackals) , the 
Mgalekgolo (Hunters) , the Huragok (Engineers) , the Jiralhanae 
(Brutes) and the Yanme'e (Drones), under the command of the Prophets 
has been trying to wipe mankind off the galaxy for 27 years now. Due 
to their superior technology and the fact that they attacked without 
humanity even knowing about aliens, it seemed like this fight was 
lost before it really started. 

But while in space, the Humans were often defeated, regardless of 
outnumbering the Covenant by many ships, they managed to put up quite 
a fight on the ground. The Covenant thought, that the Humans would 
die just as easily on the ground as they did up in space. 


They were wrong. 



Those Humans know how to fight, since their culture always has been 
all about war. The "Covies" did not know what hit them when they were 
defeated over and over again, loosing many of their soldiers to the 
Human forces. That "problem" got even worse when the Spartans showed 
up on the battlefield. These super-soldiers really knew how to kick 
alien ass. 

It was not surprising, that shortly after their first appearance to 
the Covenant in the Chi Ceti system, they were mostly known as 
"demons" to the warriors of the alliance. Their skill in battle was 
remarkable and thanks to the augmentations that they had received, 
they were up to par with an elven warrior, although they did not know 
what an Elf was at that time. 

But still, with many battles won on the ground, it seemed impossible 
to defeat the Covenant. Every minor victory on the planet turned into 
am major defeat in orbit above said planet, where the UNSC forces 
were often torn apart by the superior alien vessels. 

After the battle of Reach, I was finally able to convince the high 
council of the Dragonriders of Alagaesia and the DrA'Ettning ("Queen") 
of the Elves, that it was my duty as "High Shadow" leader of the 
"Shadows", to aid humanity in their struggle. When I created the 
Humans in the galaxy those refer to as "the Milky-Way", I wanted them 
to be just as those Humans were, that had lived on our planet, along 
with the Dwergar (Dwarfs), the Skulblaka (Dragons) and the 
Urgals . 

There was a conflict back on Alagaesia, when humanity and the Evles 
both grew in numbers and their technology, especially ours, that of 
the Elves, began to improve. There was just not enough space for both 
our races on that planet. Naturally we defeated the Humans, although 
they had started the war. They never really had a chance due to our 
superior technology, our more advanced society and most importantly: 
due to our superior physiology and the fact that (almost) all Elves 
were able to perform magic. It was a long and very bloody conflict. 

In fact, it was so bad, that both races were decimated to a point 
were there no longer was a problem with there being to many Humans or 
Elves. But we knew that the Humans eventually would start 
repopulating their fallen empire and all this would repeat, so we 
decided to take action. 

As the winning party of the war, we banished humanity from Alagaesia, 
sending them to another galaxy with our newly invented hyper-drives 
and our spaceships. We sought out a planet that appeared suitable and 
left them there for a new start, we told them that this was our gift 
to them, a place where they could live, without us bothering them. 
Sadly, this gift didn't last long. On this world, they decided to 
call "Ghibalb", a plague broke out, so devastating, that it almost 
wiped out all remaining Humans. Those who were still alive we had to 
treat with a gen-therapy, since only the current set of human DNA 
seemed to be affected by the plague. We tried to alter their DNA in 
such a way, that they would survive said plague. With not much time 
left to act, we decided to use the first promising therapy we came up 
with. At first it seemed to work, but soon we noticed, that the 
therapy started changing the Humans . 

It altered their appearance as well as their behavior. They now were 
a lot taller and thinner then before and their noses were almost 



completely flat. That was the physiological alteration. 


As for their way of acting, they had changed completely, to a point 
were we had to accept that we had wiped out what was left of humanity 
and that we had created an entirely new species. 

Because we had used some of our own DNA, for we were immune to the 
plague, in the gen-therapy, we treated them with, they now had some 
traits that were similar to ours. This new species was a peace-loving 
and highly intelligent race just as us. They knew that we were 
responsible for their alteration and we were truly surprised, when 
they came to us to thank us for struggling to keep the Humans alive, 
although those had attacked and murdered us back on Alagaesia. 

They no longer saw themselves as Humans though. When we asked them if 
we could do anything to make up for what we did to them. They simply 
told us that there was no need for that, since we had not done 
anything to them, but only to their predecessors, which they thought 
had been a barbaric race, that deserved to be banished from it's 
homeworld . 

While we were speechless at that statement, they asked us if we would 
allow them to be our ambassadors in this galaxy. After years of 
discussion, the Elves decided to populate the entire Milky-Way, with 
different species, using the gift of magic, that was granted to us by 
the universe. 

To achieve that, 20 of the mightiest of all the elven mages were 
called together to form a group called the "Creators" (no, not the 
Forerunners are meant) . This group spent hundreds of years of their 
eternal lives, yes you heard right. Elves are biologically immortal, 
though they can be killed in battle or in some kind of accident, 
trying to figure out a proper spell to populate the galaxy. When this 
was finally achieved, the Creators traveled to the planet Ghibalb to 
start their work. 

When they arrived to the planet of the "Forerunners", as they called 
this new species because they considered them the forerunners of all 
the lifeforms they were going to spread throughout the galaxy, they 
asked said species, if they now were ready to become our ambassadors 
and watch over the new lifeforms we were about to create, just like 
they desired to all those hundreds of years in the past. 

The Forerunners had been waiting for us to return and gladly accepted 
the offer. We decided, that in order for them to do their work 
properly, they would need technology, so we left almost all our 
knowledge to them, as well as some resources that they would need to 
start an technologically advanced culture. It was one of the best 
choices our DrA'Ettning has ever made, since this race truly was worth 
our trust and faith, as they turned out to be better in keeping peace 
in the galaxy than we would have ever thought. 

After the Forerunners had agreed on becoming the guardians of this 
galaxy, our mages started the ritual that would spread life 
throughout said galaxy. The 20 of them sat in a circle in the lush 
forests of Ghibalb and sang the spell that they developed in all 
those years. The ritual went on for over a week, in which they never 
stopped singing the long and complicated spell in the tongue of the 
Elves (also known as the "ancient language") . 



The language of the Elves is the only language that is bound to 
magic. In order to use magic, you therefore had to know this 
language. You also could channel magic through your mind without 
using words, but that was highly dangerous, since the slightest loss 
in concentration would have devastating effects. 

They eventually succeeded and many fertile worlds in the galaxy now 
carried a huge variety of different lifeforms. The Elves then left 
the Milky-Way to the Forerunners, sensing, that they were too 
powerful to interact with the newly created species, since these 
would, in all probability, worship them as gods due to their still 
primitive minds. 

That was something the Elves never wanted to happen, and so they 
returned to Alagaesia and actually had no intention coming back to 
the Milky-Way. 

But that changed when I was born. The son of the DrA'Ettning of the 
Elves and one of the leaders of the high council of the Dragonriders . 
A half-breed since my father was human. You heard right, humanity was 
not completely extinct, since there were some Humans left in the 
ranks of the Riders, which as a neutral party, were not affected by 
the judgement of the Elves, banishing humanity, or better, those 
Humans that were with the human Empire. 

The Humans of the riders decided to stay in Alagaesia, hoping to act 
as mediators between the A„lfakyn (as we are called in our language) 
and their own kind. This decision saved the human race from complete 
extinction and would be key to reviving the species. 

When I reached the young age of 25 years, I was brought before the 
dragon-eggs, to see if one of the unborn Dragons would choose me as 
his or her Rider, and thereby make me a member of the multi-species 
order of the Dragonriders. Luckily a Dragon did find me worthy and 
hatched for me. 

I was sent to the embassy of the Dragonriders in Alagaesia, where I 
would receive my training. Said embassy was in the very same city I 
grew up and lived in: EllesmA©ra, capital of the elven empire. 

To honor my mothers father, who fell honorably in battle, I called 
"my" Dragon "Evandar" . He really liked that name, and my mother 
thought, that it was a very noble act of me, to honor her father like 
that . 

Evandar was a giant of a Dragon, almost being 1.5 meters long when he 
first hatched from his egg, while a usually sized dragon would be 
about 1 meter. With scales darker than the night on almost his entire 
body, while his leathery wings, his eyes, the scales over his stomach 
and chest (the underside of his body) and his claws were of a 
dark-golden tone, he had a very impressive appearance. 

During my training it soon became very clear, that I was an 
extraordinary A„lfa (Elf) . I ran faster (about 60 km/h) , moved 
faster, reacted faster and thought faster than the other 
trainees . 

Additionally, I also was very strong, being able to lift half a ton. 
And as if that was not enough, I also had exceptional magic- and 
sword-skills. Seeing this, the high council of the Riders told me. 



that I would be able to do what the A„lfakyn and the Riders had 
thought no one would ever be able to do again. I would become a 
"Creator" they told me. They said, that I would be strong enough to 
create an entirely new Species. I was speechless after that 
revelation, and I was afraid that there would be a lot of 
responsibility I had to take. 

Towards the end of my time as an "apprentice", I finally was ready to 
craft my own sword, as I was taught how to do this by the great 
blacksmithing-master RhunA'E she had sworn an oath, never to make a 
blade again, due to some rouge Riders using her swords for evil, she 
still taught the young Riders how to do it. 

Our blades are crafted from pure star-ore, a very rare and precious 
metal that can be found in meteors. 

Additionally, our blades are enchanted to pass through any personal 
shielding, regardless if magical or technological in nature. A good 
Rider-sword, is nigh indestructible, unbelievably sharp to a point 
where a Spartans laser-sharpened combat knife looks like a childs toy 
in comparison, perfectly balanced, light, never needs to be sharpened 
because the metal never becomes blunt and has a gemstone at the end 
of the hilt, in which the Rider can store his spare energy for later 
use . 

Elven magic takes just as much energy from your body as if you would 
perform the action by yourself, but this energy can be stored in 
gemstones, and therefore many Riders wear a ring with a gemstone in 
it, so they always have enough energy with them in case they need to 
do something that would otherwise be too much for them. If you cast a 
spell, it can't be stopped, it will drain your energy until the task 
of the spell is either completed or you are dead. 

The blade usually has the same color as the Dragon of the Rider and 
some even give their blade a name, actually, this is fairly common. 
When my sword was finished, I looked at my work in awe. The blade was 
pitch black, the guard and the gem at the of the hilt in the same 
dark-golden tone as Evandars wings. 

While I was thinking about an adequate name for it, a storm was 
rumbling in the distance. As it came closer, a lightning struck down 
and an extremely loud thunder could be heard. 

_DA c Enthir_ (thunder) , I thought to myself, _that would be a good 
name . . ._ 

I held my hand over the blade and spoke the word "DAInthir" while 
accessing the flow of magic in my body. After a few seconds the 
elvish symbol for "thunder" appeared on the blade, just below the 
guard, slightly shining golden. 

Shortly after this I was requested to make an appearance before the 
high council of the Riders. They congratulated me for my exceptional 
performance during the training and told me, that I would be 
receiving further training from 2 of the initial "Creators" that 
still were alive, to be prepared should the "Creators" ever be needed 
again . 

It was a long and hard training and finally, at the age of 74, only 
few days left to my 75th birthday , finally I would be an adult, my 



training as a Rider, as well as as a Creator was at an end. 


I was asked to appear in front of the high council once more, and 
they wanted to know from me, which part of the army I wanted to be 
in. My answer, "I don't wish to be a part of this Order", shocked 
every single member of the council to their very core. They didn't 
understand, and so I went on and explained what I meant. 

"There are 2 major instances of power in Alagaesia and her colonies 
(the Elves had started to colonize this galaxy, there were well over 
2000 elven colonies as well as some dwarfen and urgal ones) , the 
elven empire, and the Riders, the first one responsible for the reign 
over the united alagaesian empires (because the elven empire is the 
most important and the biggest of those) , the second one trying to 
keep the balance of power between said empires, relative to their 
importance and size, and also keeping peace in Alagaesia and the 
colonies. We have balance, and we have power. What Alagaesia is 
missing is justice. Therefore, I wish to unite 20 of the finest 
Riders under my banner, contributing to Justice throughout the entire 
universe, since every living being in it was created either by the 
Elves or our allies, when we decided to use the same power that we 
used in the Milky-Way to spread live everywhere we could. We will be 
acting from the shadows, only revealing ourselves when we are needed. 
We will be known as the "Shadows" (no they don't have to do anything 
with the Shades, which are sorcerers that were overpowered by the 
spirits they tried to summon) and I as their leader shall be known as 
the "High Shadow". We will have our own fleet, every Shadow with 
their own Battleship as a base of operations, wherever he or she and 
their dragons are in the universe. We populated the universe, now 
it ' s our duty to care for it ! We have the Forerunners in the 
Milky-Way, but other galaxies are completely unguarded. And because 
of that, I also want to provide justice to all those other races. We 
need to wake up! We can not sit here, enjoying our peaceful lives, 
while others are fighting for their very survival. We will change 
that. You have failed to see this problem and I think it is my duty 
to do what you weren't able to!", I said, at first talking in a 
neutral tone but towards the end of my speech, I got louder, angrier, 
at those lazy beings that called themselves "high council". 

I knew that there was one of them, that thought in the same way I 
did, but no one else knew. Because no one else knew, that he was my 
father . 

My mother and him had decided, that no one can know about him being 
my father, since that would have led many to believe, that the 
Dragonriders no longer were a neutral party. 

The two never had any intention to abuse their power, but that's hard 
to explain to a council full of stupid, lazy, emotionless beings. 

I grew up, knowing who he was and what he did, but rarely seeing him. 
I didn't blame him though. I understood his responsibility towards 
the Riders . 

And so I started thinking about, how broken our society was. If love 
is suppressed by bureaucracy, than there is something wrong. And that 
was how it was for Alagaesia and her colonies. Stagnation on a very 
high level. 

The creators of almost all live in the universe, didn't want to 



change, because they were afraid of a€ i . i don't even know what they 
were afraid of! All those conservative idiots! 


I consider myself an Elf, due to the fact that my father had been 
transformed into one during an AgaetA- BlA'Edhren (Blood-Oath 
Celebration) , so I had very little to none human DNA. And therefore, 

I also felt it was my duty, to wake the Elves up. To show them how 
decadent we had become. 

When I spoke to the high council that day, I finally achieved that 
goal. Since the "Son of the Queen", was about to officially become a 
member of the order, there were many visitors: other Riders and 
Elves. When they heard my words, some shouted at me in anger, but 
that I didn't care about, because there also were those that silently 
nodded in agreement. That was all I wanted: to plant the seed. 

I chose my companions, 10 human and 10 eleven Riders, 5 males and 5 
females each. The perfect balance. The 21 most powerful members of 
the Dragonriders united in one group. We managed to convince enough 
people that our mission was necessary, and so we were granted our 
wish . 

21 Shadow-Warships, each manned with a crew that shared our vision, 
left Alagaesia and spread throughout the universe, aiding the more 
advanced races openly, while not revealing themselves to the more 
primitive ones. 

I chose to start my journey in the Milky-Way, since there was one 
last, but in my opinion most important, task to complete before I 
would start my life as an agent of justice. 

I found a planet, not yet inhabited by an intelligent species. It was 
a blue planet, with vast oceans that made up about 70 % of the 
planets surface. It was there, that I used my skills as a Creator for 
the first and also last time. I recreated a long forgotten and near 
extinct species. 

I revived humanity after several millenia in which there were only 
about 500 Humans left in the universe, frozen in the stagnation of 
the Riders. Everything went well, the only side-effect of my spell 
was, that some of those newly created humans started believing in an 
"All-Creator", or "God" as they called him (or me? Did they worship 
me? I certainly hope not!) . (A/N: please don't be offended by this, I 

have no intention in disrespecting religion, I just want to add to 
the story) 

I also visited the Forerunners. They told me that I didn't have to 
bother with their galaxy, that they had everything under control. I 
thanked them for their good work and moved on, further into the 
universe, providing justice and help to those who needed it. 

And that is how the Shadows continued for several hundred thousand 
years. But then we sensed something. A conflict had erupted, a 
conflict so devastating, that we sensed the loss of lives in the 
magic . 

Shocked by this feeling we returned to Alagaesia, where they told us 
about your Human-Covenant war. I convinced them, that we had to take 
action! And so, after the battle of Reach, I and two of my fellow 
Shadows, blended in with the UNSC forces to finally beat the 



unrelenting Alliance. What follows now is a tale of war. 

My name is Dreyl, sA°ndav hetha (High Shadow) ." Said the ancient 
being. He stood on the bridge of his Battleship "Arcturus" and looked 
out the front window, loosing his glance in the stars. 

To be continued. . . 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>This chapter is an introduction to the background of this newly 
created universe. I felt it was necessary to share this first, before 
starting the actual story. <p> 

2 . Fear Me ! 

**Shadows of War** 

* *Disclaimer : **I don't own Eragon or Halo. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Okay, leaving slip space in three minutes !", <p> 

Dreyl shouted against the noise of his slip space jetpacks' engines, 
one of the latest inventions the Shadows had come up with: a jetpack 
capable of slip space flight. Communication still was a bit difficult 
while using these things, but the eggheads were working on something 
to overcome the noise problem. 

This time his two fellow Shadows received the message and answered 
shortly after. The three of them were a small team, sent to aid 
humanity against the Covenant. While Dreyls friends IthradA-1 and 
Asyra decided to "infiltrate" the UNSC in a more powerful position, 
namely as Admirals at FLEETCOM, he went straight into the action as a 
Corporal of the Marine Corps. 

They were not allowed to reveal themselves to either of the primitive 
civilizations, but Dreyl couldn't care less after reading through all 
the reports gathered on the ongoing Human-Covenant war he wasn't 
going to reveal himself if not absolutely necessary, but he was 
certainly willing to cross that line if he could save lives that 
way . 

He was currently on his way to his new "assignment", one of the last 
UNSC warships to leave the Epsilon Eridani system. 

"Why in Eragon 's name are you going there?", Asyra asked over 
comlink, her concern clearly audible. 

"You could have taken the spot of a Captain or an Admiral. You would 
have been safer." 

Dreyl just chuckled lightly. "I don't think, that safety is what I 
need! I've been Lord Admiral of our fleet and Captain of the 
"Arcturus" long enough! I thirst for the blood of my enemies, and so 
does my blade!", he replied, still smiling. 


Becoming more serious he added: "But also I sense something. The ship 



I have created a new identity on, is special. I don't know what it is 
exactly, but there is an entity on board the "Pillar of Autumn", that 
I have to find out about. That being is very strong, it has the mind 
of a warrior and it will do anything to ensure humanity's 
victory . " 

"Just be careful!", she mumbled in response. 

IthradA-1 didn't sound so thrilled either when he half-heartedly 
quipped: "Well, since we cant stop you, we can at least wish you 
luck." 

Dreyl didn't answer, but he heard Asyra sigh and whisper: "Atra 
esternA- ono thelduin, fricai." (May good fortune rule over you, 
friend) 

"Worry not, Asyra. You know me. I will not be harmed," he replied 
soothingly . 

"This is were we part my friends. Reaching target coordinates in 10 
secs. Good luck at FLEETCOM you two, we shall talk again after I have 
infiltrated the cruiser.", was the last thing Dreyl said before he 
interrupted the COMLINK signal, activated his armor's active 
camouflage (Which was much more advanced than that of the Covenant, 
rendering the wearer completely invisible and also concealing any 
heat signature. The wearer is invisible to x-ray, radar and so forth 
too.) and exited slip space, while still flying at almost light 
speed . 

In the distance he saw the glassed remains of what once had been the 
planet Reach. He let out a short scream of anger, his eyes full of 
tears, when he saw the destruction, that was caused by the Alliance, 
first hand. He took this personal, for he was the Creator that had 
given back live to humanity. He clenched his fists and swore an oath 
in the language of truth, that the alien scum would pay! (An oath in 
the language of truth can't be broken.) 

It saddened him, that the Covenant were so blinded by their religion, 
that they willingly killed billions. But he would change that. These 
so called "Prophets" should learn, what it meant to mess with Dreyl. 
They would learn, what it meant to anger a Shadow! 

He felt rage building inside of him, the emotion was so strong that 
it scared the small part of his mind that was still thinking 
rationally. He had never felt something like that before, usually he 
was a calm and friendly person, caring about every single soldier 
under his command, but now, it was like that man never existed, the 
honorable warrior he used to be was lit on fire by an all consuming 
black rage he could barely control. 

Oh yes, they would feel his wrath for what they've done, and they 
would regret the day, they decided to attack humanity in the name of 
selfishness and greed for power. 

He once again would provide justice and let them suffer for this 
slaughtering of innocent souls! He slowly regained control over his 
emotions and started calming down again, although his blood was still 
boiling . 


With a sad smile and a good portion of his darkest humor he thought: 



_Well, look at that! You turn your back at them for a few thousand 
years, and what happens? _He saw a blip on his helmets HUD, showing 
that his target, the UNSC Halcyon-class light cruiser "Pillar of 
Autumn", was getting ready for a slip space jump out of the Epsilon 
Eridani system. 

He pushed a button on his armor's controls on his wrist, and gained 
speed again, closing in on the "Autumn" and eventually holding on to 
the metal shielding that surrounded one of the airlocks. He raised 
his arm and focused on opening the airlock, and as soon as his neural 
implant registered that, a small, golden light lit up in the palm of 

his armored gauntlet, as he scanned the control panel on the outside 

wall of the cruiser. 

Moments later a small notification in the top left corner of his 
helmet's HUD told him that the door had been hacked. He mentally 
commanded the door to open and his neural implant relayed the order. 
Moments later he was standing inside, getting rid of the bulky 
jetpack strapped to his back. He murmured "moi !" (change ! ) and let the 
entire thing transform into pure energy, which he quickly "sucked up" 
with his mind and stored inside the gem in DA'Enthir's hilt. 

He checked the radar on his HUD, and when he saw that no one was 

around, he moved out of the airlock, immediately heading for an 

abandoned small chamber on the opposite side of the corridor he was 
in . 

As soon as he entered, he decloaked and pressed another button on the 
control computer on his wrist causing his energy shield to deactivate 
and his armor, combat skin and weapons to start folding up and 
retract into the wrist plate, which now looked like a watch. 

His elven armor was pitch black, like the armor of all Shadows, and 
it actually looked quite similar to a MJOLNIR MARK VI, but it was a 
lot less bulky, since the armor had no function that enhanced the 
wearer's abilities. The material it's made of, called Atridatium, is 
denser and at the same time lighter than everything else in the 
entire universe. 

This nigh indestructible armor set is also surrounded by an almost 
impenetrable energy shield which is powered by a miniature star, 
located in the back plate of the armor. 

On the right side of his chest plate were, written under each other 
in bright, shining golden color, the words: SA°ndav Hetha, Dreyl, 
Arcturus and Evandar. His rank, his name, his ship and the name of 
his Dragon. Although, instead of "SA°ndav Hetha", many of his 
warriors preferred to address him as "Lord Admiral", which was his 
title in the elven military. 

His helmet looked like that of an ancient Greek Spartan, although it 
was pitch black as well, and instead of "nothing", in the T-shaped 
space where you would see a Spartans face, there was a black visor. 

Of course the helmet had no plume, which would have been hindering in 
combat . 

On his belt, on the right side, there were his blade DAInthir and a 
deactivated hard light sword, and on the left side a hard light gun. 
It was powered by a miniature star in a "magazine" and fired 600 
golden hard light rounds per minute. Those moved at about light speed 



and had an accuracy of 100%, causing as much damage as a human sniper 
rifle with each shot. The handle looked like that of any other 
pistol, but the "barrel" was different from human weaponry. It was 30 
centimeters long, but only 3 centimeters high, thus being very 
f lat . 

The gun was black, but on the side of the barrel were lines of 
pulsing golden energy. When his weapons and armor were flat-space 
stored (something is bigger on the inside, therefore you can easily 
store an entire combat loadout in a space equal to a box of matches) 
inside the now watch-looking wrist plate, he typed a command into the 
holographic display hovering over the plate and in a flash of light, 
a small bundle of clothes, as well as the corresponding armor 
appeared in front of him. 

Before he could leave, Dreyl had to perform a bit of magic to alter 
his appearance and hide his DNA, so that if they scanned him, he 
would at least appear to be human. 

He cast the spell, and his long and pointed elven ears became 
smaller, rounder, until they looked like those of the Humans. The 
bones in his face were also moving, making his long, fragile, and by 
any standards handsome, face broader and more muscular. 

He put on the UNSC Marine Corps BDU, got out of the small chamber and 
headed for his "commanding officer", who thought that he was some guy 
they had picked up with an EVAC back on Reach. 

While looking for his CO, Dreyl noticed, that he was getting closer 
to the being he had already sensed when he had first arrived in this 
galaxy with his fellow Elves and Shadows IthradA-1 and Asyra. 

After 10 minutes of aimlessly wandering about the ship, Dreyl asked a 
Marine, where he could find Sergeant Avery Johnson, as his new CO was 
called. The man told him that the Sarge currently was in the bay 
area, assigning the new soldiers to their units. 

Just as the ship left slip-space, Dreyl entered the hangar and 
reported for duty. Johnson sent him to his squad, where he should get 
to know the other members of his fireteam. 

"Alright Marines, I'm Corporal Carl Mueller, your new team leader.", 
he greeted them. The four of them answered this with an "OORAAH!" and 
a salute. He nodded at them and said: "At ease Marines!" 

Suddenly, battle alarm alpha was triggered, and the ships AI, 

Cortana, ordered Dreyl and the other personnel to go to battle 
stations . 

"You heard the lady! Move it!", Johnson shouted and Dreyl and the 
Marines hurried of to prepare for battle. 

They grabbed their MA5Bs, M6s and some frag grenades, stood at 
attention and listened to Sarge Johnson, who gave them a battle 
speech. From the speakers over their heads, the voice of the AI spoke 
calmly: "This is not a drill. I repeat, this is not a 
drill." 

Johnson let her speak and then began encouraging the soldiers: "Our 
mission is to finish what the fighters started. We leave the ship and 



engage the Covenant on the ground. If we meet enemy forces, we rip 
off their heads and play soccer with 'em! Am I right marines?" 

"Sir, Yes, Sir!", Dreyl and the others shouted. 

"Mhm. .Damn right I am! Now move out!" Johnson commanded. 

When he heard Cortana say: "Attention all personnel, we are engaging 
the enemy! Prepare for internal and external contact!", he added: 

"All Greenhorns that wanna see the Covies up close, today's your 
lucky day ! " 

While Dreyl and the Marines where running for the pelican dropships, 
one of them asked: "Ey Corporal, heard of those Spartan 
guys ? " . 

Dreyl had more than just "heard" of the SPARTAN II-Program, thanks to 
the superior elven hacking devices, and he did not really agree with 
their methods in selecting their "volunteers". 

Also he found it quite ironic, that they were given the name 
"Spartans" of all the possible names for a top-secret project, since 
this war truly was like the battle of Thermopylae all over again. 

He had met some of the original Spartans, king Leonidas for example, 
and he knew that they would have been proud of their successors. The 
similarities between the statues of the Greek God Ares and Dreyl ' s 
own appearance were no coincidence either. 

He also knew that there currently was one of those warriors aboard 
the "Autumn", and he had a suspicion, that he might be the source of 
these odd feelings transmitted by the gramarye (magic) . 

But he responded, in the same informal speech Humans nowadays seemed 
to prefer: "No, what about ’m?". 

The same soldier answered: "Picked one of 'em up, they put the guy in 
a cryo tube, but now they sure as hell are gonna cut that thing 
loose. Hope that monster 's gonna deal some damage to the darn 
Covies . " 

"_That monster"? That is how you thank them? If it weren't for them, 
humanity would have fallen a long time ago, _was what Dreyl thought, 
but to the Marine he replied: "Yeah, what else are these are those 
freaks good for, right?" 

About a minute later, just when they were about to reach the end of 
the long corridor they had been running through, an explosion blew 
Dreyl and the Marine next to him off their feet. Dreyl got up 
instantly to check the situation, only to see, that the other Marine 
that was hit by the explosion, had a 10 centimeters long metal spike 
piercing through his neck. 

The man was still alive, though blood was flowing everywhere, 
suffocating the poor guy. Dreyl chose to relieve him and, when no one 
was watching, snapped the soldiers neck with ease, using his elven 
strength. A quick and not overly painful death. 

When he looked up, he saw that two Jackals, an Elite minor and four 
Grunts had moved through the hole in the wall and had pinned down his 



squad. The Elites were a big race, beings that stood about 2.3 meters 
tall, they had gray, brown or, in this case, black skin. Their jaws 
were split into 4 mandibles and their neck was not under, but behind 
their long skulls. 

The Jackals were mostly gray-brown skinned, stood about 2 meters 
tall, looked very lizard like and were almost always armed with their 
typical energy shield gauntlets and some kind of plasma weapon. 

The grunts where different, they were small creatures, about 1.2 
meters tall, gray skin, squeaky voices and had a methane tank built 
into their armor, since oxygen was poisonous to them. 

Three men were already dead, plus the one he just had to kill, 
leaving 8 alive. He was angered, and before he could do anything to 
stop it, the rage he had felt when he had arrived, sprang to life 
again and started clouding his rational thinking. 

And now, that he finally got the chance to repay the young and 
foolish Covenant for what they had done to "his" Humans. He wanted 
them to suffer. He got up, pulled his combat knife from the sheath on 
his belt and took it in his left hand. 

He charged at the group of enemies, dodging several needles one of 
the grunts had fired at him. First he focused on the Jackals, seizing 
one of them by it's neck, stabbing it in the heart and using it's 
still active shield against the other Jackal, which fired at Dreyl 
with it's plasma pistol. 

The other Jackal's shots bounced off the shield Dreyl had by now 
taken into his right hand. He dropped the shield and pushed the dead 
Jackal towards it's brother, using the second Jackals confusion to 
reach for its hand, and pull the pistol out of it. 

He gripped the weapon firmly and started overcharging it while at the 
same time spinning his knife into a backhand grip. He then 
immediately somersaulted over the confused Jackal and stabbed the 
blade through its skull when he was directly over it. 

As soon as Dreyl touched the ground, jackal blood all over him, he 
spun round aimed for one of the Grunts' head and fired the 
overcharged weapon, instantly killing it. By now, the Sangheili (or 
Elite) had noticed Dreyl and fired his plasma rifle at him. 

Dreyl ' s millennia of battlefield experience kicked in as he dodged 
the shots, by dashing to the left and jumping forwards. He started 
overcharging his pistol again as he hit the Elite in the chest, with 
the fist in witch he still held the combat knife in a reversed grip, 
so hard, that the Sangheili fell over, Dreyl on top of him. That all 
went so fast, that neither the Elite, nor the stunned Marines 
understood what just had happened. 

The last thing the Elite saw were Dreyl ' s black eyes which were 
filled with so much grief and hate that the alien warrior mentally 
begged for a swift death. Dreyl shoved his plasma pistol down the 
Elites throat, leaned in closely and snarled quietly: "Fear me 
dauthleikr (mortal), for I am the God of war!". Then he pulled the 
trigger . 


The remaining three Grunts tried to run, intimidated by what they had 



just witnessed. They wanted to flee into the next corridor, when 
three loud bangs echoed through the corridor as three M6-shots 
exploded each of their heads, now completely soaked in jackal, grunt 
and elite blood, Dreyl instantly got up and turned around, adrenalin 
still flowing through his veins. 

Before him stood a giant of a man, about 2.2 meters tall, covered in 
a black and green armor, on his head a green helmet with a golden, 
polarized visor that covered the face. A SPARTAN II-Commando. The man 
also known as Master Chief, or Spartan/ John-117 . The Spartan surveyed 
Dreyl from head to toe, before stating with his gravely voice: 
"Impressive fighting. Corporal". 

Dreyl smirked and said: "I aim to please. Sir!", while he sheathed 
his combat knife and dropped the plasma pistol on the floor. 

The Chief took his glance off Dreyl and told the squad, that they 
should head for the escape pods, since almost all pelicans were 
destroyed and there was a huge slaughtering going on in the 
hangar . 

They moved out, when the first big explosions started shaking the 
ship . 

With the section of the cruiser they currently were in falling apart 
around them, the Chief, Dreyl and the Marines were running for their 
lives, trying to reach one of the few remaining escape pods, before 
this part of the ship blew up. 

When the escape pods already were in sight, a group of three Elites, 
two majors and a minor, broke open a door that was in lock down, just 
behind the group of running men. 

While the Marines continued to run, the Chief and Dreyl stopped to 
face the enemy forces. Dreyl grabbed the MA5B that he still had 
attached to his back and started firing at the Elites, holding the 
gun in his right hand, reaching for his belt and tossing a frag 
grenade at the group with his left hand. 

Two of the Elites saw that and dashed away from the grenade, their 
personal energy shields flickering in golden light from the shots of 
the assault rifle. The third one, one of the majors, however wasn't 
so lucky. He was so confused by all the commotion going on, that he 
didn't notice the grenade right before his feet. When he finally did, 
it was already too late for him. 

The grenade blew up, tore the Sangheili major to shreds and took out 
the minor's shields since he was still quite close to the explosion. 
The Chief had by now taken out the second major's shields with a few 
well place shots of his M6. When the shields of the surviving major 
eventually failed, the Chief took him out with a headshot, that 
splattered the alien's brains all over the place. 

The minor saw that, and tried to dive into cover behind a metal 
pillar. But before he could do so, he was killed in the crossfire of 
Chief's M6 and Dreyl ' s MA5B. 

The Marines had in the meantime reached and prepared the escape pod. 
The Chief and Dreyl, now running for their lives, this part of 
"Autumn" now definitely blowing up around them, reached the escape 



pod, closed the hatch and shouted: "GO!", at the same time. 

The pod departed and as it was just away far enough to be out of the 
blast radius, the section they had been in just moments ago, light up 
in a huge fireball. 

Dreyl didn't breathe heavily. The fights were nothing to a warrior 
like him who spent more than 200' 000 years of his live fighting for 
the weak and for justice. And because of his elven speed and 
endurance, it also hadn't been a big challenge to reach the pod fast 
enough . 

The escape pod was shaped like a small pelican dropship, the 8 
Marines sat there, strapped into their seats, to the left and the 
right of the passage in the middle of the pod. In the front, there 
was a cockpit, were the pilot could release the air brakes to slow 
down their descent, as well as steer the vehicle, as soon as they 
were in the atmosphere. 

Now, Dreyl looked out the front window, and saw an installation, 
shaped like a ring, orbiting around the planet in front of 
them . 

"What the fuck is that thing?" asked one of the Marines. 

Dreyl sensed, that the installation was created with forerunner 
technology and was just about to calm the soldier down, when a big 
shadow passed over them. 

The "Pillar of Autumn" was flying towards the ring, probably to 
crash-land on it. 

Suddenly, the voice of the AI Cortana came from the Chiefs helmet 
speakers: "There he goes, another hero of the UNSC, most likely dying 
with his ship . " 

Dreyl suspected something terrible and asked the AI in horror: "Is 
Captain Keyes flying the "Autumn"?" 

"Yes", replied the sad voice of Cortana. 

Dreyl was thinking hard. He was just about to say, that the Captain 
could survive the landing, to cheer the others up and get the 
soldiers morale back up, when the escape pod started rocking and 
shaking, as it hit the ring ' s ... atmosphere? . 

That was quite surprising, but since that was a forerunner 
installation, it was not impossible, due to the fact, that the 
Forerunners were almost as advanced as the Elves. 

"You should probably take a seat soldier", the Spartan said, looking 
at the Elf. 

Dreyl just returned the glance and replied with a smirk: 

"Likewise" . 

He had to raise his voice, because the sound of the heated metal 
entering the atmosphere was fairly loud. They now were in the upper 
stratosphere and the pilot activated the air brakes. But he did it to 
early, and with a loud screeching sound, three of the four air brakes 



were ripped off the pod. 


_Great_, Dreyl thought as they now were spinning towards the 
installations surface. The spinning got faster and faster, as the 
remaining air brake was turning them in the air. The Marines were 
screaming in terror, and the Chief and Dreyl tried to hold on to 
whatever they could. 

With only moments left before they would hit the ground, Dreyl 
accessed the flow of magic in his body, focusing his entire mind on 
the the task he wanted to perform. He activated his personal magical 
shield, and was about to put another layer of shielding against 
kinetic energy around the pod, but before he could do this, they 
crashed down. 

* * *WAMMMM* * * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>When the Spartan finally got up, he saw that he was about 5 
meters away from the escape pod. He thought that he must have been 
hurled out, when the pod got ripped in half.<p> 

The Chief took a moment, to scan the environment. He stood in a lush 
forest, deep blue sky over his head and in the distance, he could see 
the surface of the ring turning upwards, until it vanished from his 
view into the clouds. In the background, towards the end of the 
forest, was a small hill, marking the entrance to a canyon. 

He just wanted to leave, being sure that none of the Marines could 
have survived the crash, when much to his surprise, someone shouted 
for: "Some help over here please!" 

The Chief walked over, and found the Corporal who had killed that 
covenant squad back at the "Autumn" . He pulled the man out of the 
debris and carried him to a nearby rock, so he had something to lean 
on to . 

"Thanks", the Corporal said, and right after that coughed out some 
blood . 

"Can you move?", the Chief asked. 

The Corporal looked at him in pain but nonetheless smirked: "It's not 
like I can just stay here and have a picnic ... although I have to 
admit the idea is veeery tempting." 

_"Corporal Mueller" _got up and flinched, when he put weight on his 
right leg, pressing his lips into a firm white line to prevent any 
sound of pain. That actually surprised John, since he could see, that 
the mans leg clearly was injured in some way. 

Cortanas avatar appeared beside Chiefs helmet and suggested, that 
they should look for surviving UNSC personnel, evacuate possible 
survivors and regroup at the "Autumn" if the ship was in not too bad 
shape . 

"And of course, we have to check, if the Captain is still alive... I 
can't believe I let him do this! If he's dead, it's my fault!" 

Cortana added with an embittered voice. 



Dreyl knew how she felt. In his long life, he had had to take many 
decisions. Not all of which he was happy with. And in the countless 
wars he had fought in defense of the weak, he too had learned how it 
felt to send good people to their deaths. He remembered every single 
Elf, Human, Rider and Shadow that had fallen in battle, while being 
under his command. 

There were not many of them, thanks to elven technology and the fact 
that almost all who fought in battle alongside Dreyl were skilled 
warriors, but that made it even easier for him to remember the 
fallen . 

Therefore, he did not want this artif icial ... "child" .. . to be sad. 
While Cortana was a smart AI and as such considered an emotionless 
and "grown up" machine by some Humans, she still was a, very _real_, 
child to him. They all were. The Humans were his children, and he 
wanted to protect them, and that included the ancillae. So far, he 
hadn't done too great of a job. 

Dreyl fully turned to Cortana whose avatar was still floating next to 
the Chief, held his hand there, where her shoulder would have been if 
she were flesh and blood and said comfortingly: "Don't worry ma'am, 
I'm sure the Captain's alright. I can feel it!" 

That was no lie. At this point, Dreyl had opened up his mind, and 
used it to scan the entire ring for lifeforms. He sensed the UNSC 
personnel, their thoughts speaking of anger and grief. He also sensed 
a huge amount of Covenant troops. He felt their religious zeal, their 
obsession and their anger towards the "heretics", as they called the 
Humans. They wanted to have those filthy creatures off their... 
sanctuary? So the ring was of religious importance to the aliens? Did 
they worship the Forerunners? 

_How can a religion based on the people that were the upholders of 
the mantle of responsibility, a philosophy of tolerance and 
forgiveness, turn into something like that?, _he asked himself. He 
made a mental note to gather intel on this particular topic from an 
enemy if he ever got the chance. 

Just as Dreyl wanted to retreat his mind from the Covenant and focus 
on finding Captain Keyes consciousness among the other humans, he 
felt another presence. It felt wrong, sickening and foul. He had no 
idea what it was, but whatever Dreyl felt, actually managed to scare 
the ancient Elf. 

He had never felt something the likes of this. A cold shiver ran down 
his spine, and he was glad he still had his elven equipment with him, 
in case he and the Spartan ran into whatever "they" may be. Leaving 
this unpleasant experience behind, he turned his attention to finding 
Captain Keyes. 

The Captain was still alive and aboard the "Autumn", but Dreyl sensed 
Covenant were moving into the ship. 

_This is troublesome, _he thought. 

Cortana looked at Dreyl, grateful, that he was not too "professional" 
and cold like the other military personnel she usually had to work 
with and actually took the liberty of helping her in a more personal 



way . 


And while she looked at him, for just a brief moment, she saw an 
expression of sorrow, pain and weariness on his face. But it was gone 
just as fast as it came, and left Cortana in utter shock, because the 
way Dreyl looked in that instant was outright terrifying, and for 
this short moment, Dreyl looked so unbelievably _old _that she 
seriously wondered just who this inconspicuous Corporal really 
was . 

The Chief noticed the expression on Dreyls face as well and was just 
as surprised as Cortana. The AI, still bothered by the possible death 
of Captain Keyes and the strange look on Corporal Mueller's face, 
attempted to hide her inner turmoil and tried to sound witty as she 
spoke to Dreyl, a small smile tugging on her holographic, blue lips: 
"Well, well, well! Finally a caveman who shows more emotion than a 
brick." (The chief just turned his head to stare at her for a few 
seconds . ) 

Sighing and becoming serious again she informed the two men: 

"Scanners show, that there are multiple Covenant dropships and 
Banshees inbound. We should fall back to the canyon." 

The Chief and Dreyl nodded and Cortana' s hologram vanished as the two 
men started moving towards the hill at the entrance of the canyon. 
Just as they had almost reached the it, a green plasma bomb detonated 
next to the Spartan. 

Dreyl and John both dove into cover behind a big boulder and scanned 
the area for the attacker. Dreyl pointed at a flying vehicle that was 
just turning to fly another attack and shouted: "There!". 

The Chief saw it and reached for a plasma grenade he had on his belt. 
When the Banshee, as this kind of aircraft was called, started firing 
again, they waited behind the rock, and as it passed over them, the 
Chief jumped up, turned around in mid-air, activated the sticky 
grenade and tossed it at the Banshee. 

The explosive stuck to the bottom of the vehicle and after several 
seconds, the Banshee was destroyed in an explosion of blue, 
superheated plasma. "Nice throw. Sir," quipped Dreyl. 

The Chief didn't even bother to turn around and just started walking 
towards the location Cortana had marked on his HUD, further into the 
canyon. Dreyl shrugged and limped behind the Spartan, knowing that 
they were heading for another crash site from which he had already 
picked up radio chatter. 

To be continued. . . 


End 
f ile . 



